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"Wouldn't it be grand/5 Yanosik dreamed aloud, "if these eight planes were ours. You know, just pretending to bring help, but here to drop a dozen or so bombs , "
"Always shooting your mouth off, Yanosik," Nalecz scolded angnly. "You know damn well \*e haven't a blessed plane to our name/'
We watched the planes circle, practically over our post, and our mouths watered with envy. And then the incredible, the prajed-for thing happened. One of the planes had dropped its load a split second too late. A gust of wind carried the bundles on to the *no man's land" of Skarpa, between the University and our post.
There was a rush from the Red Cross station We simply had to have those packages. We never stopped to think that the Germans, too, might dash out of their University posts. Although there was some shooting, our hoys secured the booty. We carried the heav^ bags to the station, and a tight circle of people huddled around them
Yanosik untied the strings of the krgest bag, which was dripping with fat We caught our breath sharply. Before us was the generous half of a huge hog
We approached the other two pick-ups reverently after the first inspiring experience. They contained two wooden boxes. We raised the lids, and Yanosik shouted triumphantly: "Ammunition for machine guns! Hurrav for the Erautsr
Hugging the stately Zofia, he dragged her off for a dance of joy, crying: *A gift from heaven for your Uncle Yanosik. I told you Fd keep you provided with fodder for the machine gun, didn't IT
With a triangle and a tape, Sweeper was already measuring the half-hog, trying to figure out how to divide it fairly between our post and Command 2/4
The station quieted down. Everybody, except for the boys on the barricade, went to sleep The glow of the burnt-out houses was dying down. From time to time